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OFF TO THE MEET. 


“IT am glad to be able to announce that in response to the most earnest entreaty, Poor Papa has consented to continue his popular Mastership of the Mildew 
Court Hounds. Billy also retains his post as Huntsman, and the appointment of the Twins as Whips meets with very general approval. Cubbing operations 
have revealed the fact that the coverts are well stocked, and a most successful season is anticipated. The first meet of the famous pack took place last Monday, 
and resulted in a glorious run, which I have no doubt you will find fully recorded in the ‘Field’ D makes a simply ideal Master.” -Toorste. 


TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING. ALL THE DIFFERENCE. 


GUY FAWKES. 


Ak, the other day, I was eager sixpenny-worth of 
equibs and crackers for the edification of a juvenile 
acquaintance of mine, 1 could not help asking myself who 
on earth knew anything about the real story of Guy or, 
more properly speaking, Guido Fawkes. 

Poor old Guy, whose Terrific Explosion that did not 
come off has, ever since the very nearly fatal Sth of Novem- 
ber, 1605, been an excuse for the buying and banging off of 
many millions of pounds worth of fireworks, and for near 
on three hundred vears aided to cast much unjust obloquy 
on the Catholic religion; poor old Guy was one ofa handful 
ef red-hot fanatics. 2 choice collection of No. I's, who 
thought they would set things straight by blowing every- 
thing up and down, 

Robert Catesby, a gentleman of ancient family, was 
the originator of this precious plot, and he it was who 
procured the cu-adjutorship of Guido, who was not, as has 
often been represented, a low mercenary ruffian, but a 
well-to-do gentleman “actuated by a spirit of ferocious 
fanaticism.” 

The whole story, nowadays, reads like a tale in a boy's 
: nny paper. The conspirators, about a dozen of them, 

Tobacconist (insinuatingly). Now, I've got a cigar here that I ired . baliding adjoining the jee tament oa bn 
can eell e— Pose Sp name of one of them—Percy—and “it was resolved to effect 

zoe tr cone “ How far is it?” “Oh! only a step.” “Yes; but whose step— the purpose of blowing the legislature into the air by carrv- 


Customer (hastily). Thanks; but—I never carry a walking- 
stick ! ‘ ”) : i se yours or mine?” ing a mine through the wall.” Poor Conspirators! We 
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read that “they found they had engaged in a task beyond their 
strength, owing to the immense thickness of the barrier, They 
were all gentlemen by birth and education, and totally unused to 
manual exertion.” Inmgine these silly weaklings, dead beat, after 
half-an-hour’s work. Could anything be funnier? Yes. “While 
they plied their task they were one day startled by the tolling of a 
beli deep down in the ground below, Holy water was sprinkled 
on the spot, and the tolling ceased. Then an awful rumbling noise 
was heard directly over their heads, and a fear seized them that 
they had been discovered. They were, however, speedily reassured 
by Guy, who, on going out to learn the cause of the uproar, 
ascertained that it had been occasioned by a dealer in coal, who 
rented a cellar below the House of Lords, and who was engaged in 
removing his stock from that place to another.” 

Here was a chance for our Ferocious Lambkins. The cellar was 
at once hired from the coal merchant, and the working of the mine 
gladly given up. “ Thirty-sic barrels of gunpowder were then 
aceretly conveyed to this rault, Large stones and bars of iron 
were thrown into increase the destructive effects of the explosion, 
and the whole was carcfully covered up with faggots 0 wood,” 

The deadly preparations were completed about y ay, but it was 
not until November Sth that the busy time was to begin, and mean- 
while “the conspirators separated until the final blow could be 
struck.” The “blow was never struck. The conspirators gave 
way at the knees, and one (it was never known which) wrote 
an anonymous letter to Lord Mounteazle, a Catholic nobleman, 
revenling the plot. He was a brother-in-law of one of the plotters, 
but he laid the document before the King, and the game was up. 
Poor old Guy (for the life of me I can't ig 2 looking on him asa 
bit of stuffing, with odd straws sticking out here and there) could 
not keep away from the cellar, firewood, and damp powder, and he 
was caught hiding behind the barrels, and taken to the King's 
bedchamber at Whitehall, where the King, in_ his night-ca; 
ordered him to the torture room in the Tower. What ultimately 
became of the unhappy wretch I cannot tell you. The popular 
notion is that he was burnt. Pesbape he was first hanged, drawn 
and quartered whilst yetalive, Anyhow, he and the other plotters 
had a bad time of it. 

Some historians say James 1. found the plot out all by himself, 
Some say there never was any Gunpowder Plot at all. 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE BLOODLEss Boy. 


CHAPTER II.—( Continued.) 

BILiiaM still survives. It may be remembered I mentioned 
that he was an unwholesome sort of boy. The worm sniffed at 
him and passed him by with the expression of a worm that feels 
sick. The trata that now arises is: “What is the worm's 
game?” Billiam has solved it. Hesays it’s the sea-serpent. The 
suspicion is confirmed by the discovery of a forest of gooseberry 
bushes, on which are growing gigantic gooseberries. Last night 
we had a shower of fish and cooked one over a candle, 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


©.© Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope ange enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Dv not inclose loose stamps. 


Not at present, BR. B. HALLWARD ; Much obliged, though, all 
the same. Don't you think the verace, HOVA, Seem to be a trifle 
tame? Yes, of course, A LATTLE DOUBTFUL, Jt is only right and 
fair. They are to be had, COLLECTOR. But we cannot tell you 

where. There are lots of classes, STAGE STRUCK, Genuine enough 
we know; Yuu must make your own selection, But be careful 
where you go. 
—_—_o— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months. 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES.” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Shore Cards will be sent poat free to Newsagents on application, 
—_—— 


NINB CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in ‘a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLopen’s HAL¥F- 
Houiway” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inanrance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


——+9¢—— 


TO A HOTTER 


PLACE, 


Peter. Want to get in here? What were ye when on earth? 

Ex-West-Ender. Well, I was & bit of a scorcher. 

Peter, Ah-h! then I guess you'd better scorch orf to the other 
place. 

eee 
PICKED HIM UP SHORT. 

“J—naw—want a—haw—wash, don’t yer know—haw——,” 
drawled the howling masher. And the spruce young chemist's 
nesistant responded, in evident disgust, “ Why the deuce don't 
you go and get it, then? You don’t take this for a twopenny toil- 
ette saloon, do you?” ce the H. M. had intended to saya wash 
for the hair, ¢f he'd only been giventime, Some people are sv hasty.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


*,° Zo celebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the longest in English 
History, Miss Tootsie Sloper is now designing the 
KINGS AND QUEENS OF ENGLAND COSTUMES, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 653.—The “Henry II.” Costume. 


Ile (in the “ Buffa”). V'm afraid you think me an awlul fool. 
dhe eee ). Now, don't say that; indeed, 1 never judge 


people by their looks. 


“You should see our acting- 
manager's new house; even 
the wall-paper is a dream.” 
“ He always did know how to 
paper a house!” 


Cookie. Now, look _ here, 
Robert, 1 know very well what 
you want, but you won't grt 
any to-day. ou must be 
satisfied with the smell of it, 
you naughty, greedy boy ! 


Lil. What's the matter? You look upset. 


the boss? 
Fan, No; with my tights. 


tad a split with 


age 


\ 
[Saturday, October 81, 1886, 


UNPREPARED. 


Professor Longwinds (weighing in with his little lot). Ladies 
and gentlemen, 1 anticipated, before i Sonighe: 
that f'should be called upon get conto Pere tovaigic 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


When Adam delved and Ece span, where was then th: clergyman? 
Parson Landlord (to men dlaging to garden). W ; 
raon to man in gai . 
doing there, Mugginse, on the Sabbath day? De WERE are you 
Cottager Tenant. Earning your rent, gir, 
Pretty Actress (t to bluff the manager). Wh ‘ 
mare ee be insure iy foes, tr. Bloebiack } situ 
Manager (who isn't having any). There's a plate-glass insuranc 
office in Cheapside, but do = tidak it’s wo while t Sistas 
HER gaudy dress the loudest of the loud, 
Mies Byke was quite conspicuous in the crowd ; 


And, as she c the room from end to end, 
This fact I mentioned to a humorous friend. 


“Conspicuous?” laughs the . “Nay, hang i 

Pray do her justice! She's ig ick pa med elaine 
That she'd more aptly be described by you 

As both con-svick-uous and con-span-uous too!” 


Father. I hope, my boy, you try and act on that val jee 
of advice—to never rrow and ever lend. ate vee 

Hopeful: Son, Well, I act on it as far as 1 can, you know—| 
never lend. ‘9 


Editor. You might have told this story in a couple of thousan 
words, and irc made a i serial of It nd pi leeicen) 

Author, Ah, but I can’t help that, you see. The two principal 
characters go to law in the first chapter. 


——_—+} 


THE BITER BITTEN ONCE MORE. 


OF course you know George Beauchamp, don't you? He of the 
winsome smile; the perpetrator of “Git yer ‘aircut!” Well, there 
is a good story going the round of the fession, anent Georso 
and the proprietor of a music-hall in a midland town. If we call 
the town Dumpford, the rove, Mr. Smith, and the hall. the 
Tivoli, we shall probably have sufficiently disguised the locale of 
these true and entertaining incidents. 

George was desirous of mie in Dumpford for various 
reasons of a private nature. He was not then quite the big success 
that he is at present, and he found much difficulty in arrangius 
terms with Mr. Smith. They could not hit it anyhow, 

Not to be daunted, and resolved to appear in Dumpford by hook 
or by crook, Beauchamp finally settled to appear for a week at the 
Blue Lion, a “free-and-easy” or “gaff,” for it was very littl 
better. However, it suited uchamp’s plans to appear there, aud 
he did so with overwhelming success. It was a little undignitied, 
perhaps, but it served its purpose of supplying Mr. Smith with + 
tit of chagrin and of populurising the comedian among the people 
of the city. 

Six months afterwards, the singer of “She was one of the early 
birds” wrote in to Mr. Smith proposing an engagement for the 
week commencing on the 5th of August. A reply was received — 
“ Yes, you may open here 5th August—same termsas you receive: 
at the Blue Lion.” 

Now, that was intended to be rather a “nasty one,” but 
Reauchamp recked not of that. Promptly he wired back, 
* Alright. Will accept same terms as received from Blue Liou: 
Wire contirmation.” 

The desired confirmation was promptly telegraphed by the 
scheming Smith, and so the agreement was duly ratified. 

On the momentous 5th of August, Beauchamp arrived at the 
Tivoli and found the place packed. The name of Dan Leno wasin 
the top of the bill, and that accounted for the cungestion. Mr. 
Smith met George in the hall. 

“Very good house?” said Beauchamp. 

“Very,” said Mr. Smith. 

“ How much money is there in it, do you think ?” 

“Oh, about a hun red and forty pounds.” eerie sN 

“That PY cea said George, and he went away and did his 
“turn. ext night, a similar colloquy ensued. 

* How much money in to-night, Mr. Smith?” 

“About the same as last night. A hundred and thirty or * 
hundred and forty pounds.” 

The following evening, Mr. Smith was a bit tonchy when the 
kaa asked a similar question as to how muci cash had been 

wKeD. 

“ Look here,” he said, “ you have no right to keep coming to tie 
asking questions about my business. Stick to your own business 
and leave mine alone. There is enough to pay your salary ul 
Saturday—same as paid by the Blue Lion.” 

“Excuse me,” put in George, “but it i# my business to Fe¢ 
what a comes in, Here is my contract with the Blue Lion. 
and he “George Beauchamp is engaged for one week at the 
Blue Lion, and is to receive as salary one half of the gro=* 
receipts each night except Friday, when he is to receive the entire 
receipts.” “So you see why I like to know how much we take!” 

Alaruma, excursions, interviews, champagne, and com proms. 


9i4. PER BOX (50 PILLS?- 


SLOPER’S PILLS 
Cure Liver Complaint, Headache and all Stomach Troubles. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND Qdo. iw STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London. E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN 


Saturday, October $1. 1896.1 


HINTS TO SLOPERIAN SHOOTISTS. 

As many an otherwise excellent fellow will perjure himself 
when asked if he'd like “a day's shooting down at my , old 
chap,” and, rather than appear “done” find himself engaged ina 
pursuit of which he knows less than the Triceratops Prorsus of 
the primeval world did about double-events and starting prices, 
SLOPER offers a few hints to amateur gunners . 

Start by finding which is the head-keeper and “moisten” him 
with a half-sovereign. It’s wonderful how it will improve your bag. 

If one of the dogs acts as though it had setioaly gone “off its 
dot” don't call out to other amateur shootists in your dilemma, 
It's just as well to be bitten as shot, 

If it happens to rain all day don't take off your thirty-shilling 
tweed shooting suit; let it dry on you. If you take it off you 
imayn't be able to get it on again. 

‘At dinner don't revive the “ poisonous oyster” stories or the 
other diners will think you're “broke,” or acc to no shell- 
tish more costly than the winkle when at home. 

If you fall in love with the beauteous barmaid at the Game- 
keepers’ Arms and get cut out, don't challenge your rival. 
Remember that fe won't get her any more than you: she's 
engaged to the fighting potman, 


—ee 


HER FIRST DIFFICULTY. 

TnF sobs of the beautiful young bride of but five short months 
would have touched the heart of an alligator. Her mother stood 
trying to pacify her, but unchecked her salt tears rained down on 
to the expensive vlush furniture, The too-indulgent parent tried 
tactics : 

“Tell him your doctor says you're not strong enough to winter 
in England,’ she said ; “break it to him gently at first, and then, 
if he doesn’t jib alarmingly, put ina word about Monte Carlo.” 

“Ooh, but 1 dare not, mothah, deah, I dare not!” still sobbed 
Reauty. 
| don't see why not,” urged the old girl. 

“You don't 2 Oh, how can you say you don't? Don't you see 
that if he says ‘No* LI shall positively ‘break my heart with dis- 
appointment!” 

“ But be will be sure to say ‘ Yea. 

“Worse than all! Won't that prove beyond everything that he 
has learned to live without me!" 

The feminine old fool retired to the room where the sideboard 
was “to think it over” 


a” 


————— 


TOOTSIE IN SHAKESPEARE-LAND. 


—— 
SHAKESPEARE-LAND is long. 0° 5 87’, lat. 61° 30’ 49”, or you 
Irving's, Wellington Street, W.C. You 
-on-Avon | 


construction of an 
ideal image of the 
reotiand tia yale 

the years 
of retirement exixt 
in abundance ; the 
facts needed byithe 


biographer for the 
vul; of our 
id are all hap- 


pily wanting. We 
now just enough 
to charm, and not 
enough to disen- 
chant.” What do 
we know of him? 
“Not much,” as 
the song writer 
says. He was or 
was not, like Arthur 
Orton, the son of a 
butcher, He him- 
self cut or did not 
cut up joints. jJHe 
stole or did “not 
steal deer. He 


did or did not hold 
horses outside 
t-like, a foolish marriage, and later on 
wrote, or got somebody else to wears verses to another lady, 
who was not aere exactly Mrs. $. He was or was not the father 
of twins, He did or did not bequeath to his wife his second best 
bedstead, He took or took not too much to drink the night before 
he died, and left to posterity two or three tipsy-looking auto- 
graphs; but no manuscripts whatever. What was he? A sort of 
Chatterton or Ireland? A prompter in charge of other fellows’ 
is merits ”? Was he a Boucicault, a syndicate, or what ? 

1 have been to Stratford-on-Avon, where a chambermaid 
showed me the room where he wrote all his plays, Another 
chambermaid once showed me another room at Windsor where he 
also wrote them at the same time. 

The good parsons go to see Shakespeare's pieces at the Lyceum, 
except when a Primate dies, when, according to the Era, they 
have their money back. 
once went to 
Sadler's Wells, 
not us nowa- 
days, to re 
“Barnum’s 
Beauty,” but 
Samuel Phelps 
“on the bat- 
ter” with “the 
Bard.” Gra- 
cious me, I am 
yet commra- 
tively youthful 
(nineteen next 
birthday) ; but 

can't take 
kindly to my 
William — else- 
where than at 
the Lyceum. 

The dialogue 
ascribed to 
William = con- 
tains passages, 
allowed, the 
world over, to 
be delightful, 
mixed up with 
much —_prosy- 

rose, What 
William wants 
is staging and 
waking up, 
and at the 
Lyceum_ he 
gets it. Irving is the randest of living stage managers, and 
Ellen Terry the most delightful of stage heroines. If William 
himself, supposing he really wrote Cymbeline, once in a way takes 
a back seat, what then? 


Jachimo: SIR HENRY Invixc. 


theatres. He made, 


1 am told by elderly persons that people 


Imogen: Miss ELLEN TERRY. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 
OUR PARENTS’ 


(1) “A. SLoper, Esqueer. Sur,—Farthers makes me sick. If 
ever | sample the beer-jug, bless'd if mine ain't behind me to give 
me a wipe acrost the kisser ! 


(3) “ An’ then just fancy the unnateral reptile a-losin’ ‘arf 
a day's work to come an’ ferret me out for the sake of 
that soshul monsterosity, the Skool Bored Hinspector! 
Ain't there no law agin’ this sort 0’ cruelty ? 


———=$ 


THE REIGN THE RAIN RAINS ON. 
A SONG OF THE PLUVIAL SEASON, 


THE tourist’s light white jacket, meet 
For wear in an Indian bungalow ; 

The robes—diaphanous, neat, and sweet— 
That fair maids don who a-walking go. 

The cummerbund on the manly waist 
That many admiring looks can win 

By its exquisite colours, chaste in taste— 


Their reign goes out when the rain comes in ! 


The errand-boy who, zigzag gliding, 
Poreth o’er a sangiifluous tale, 

And, suddenly with our forms colliding, 
Maketh us mutter, and groan, and rail. 

The bassinette girl, who loves to get a 
Foot ‘neath her wheel, then stupidly grin— 

To eye-gouging gamps goes their vendetta ! 
Their reign goes out when the rain comes in ! 


The end-of-the-week excursion trains 

From end to end are no longer laden ; 
The seaside lounges and rural Janes 

Have lost the palaasertes youth and maiden. 
The Bartimzi, by the wayside sitting, 

Who through the summer months cadged our tin, 
To their hibernating abodes are flitting— 

Their reign goes out when the rain comes in ! 


oe 


GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN’S ADVISED. 


She was awfully down at first. but Boff said she must remain in 
bed a bit longer. He also told her she ought to be pleased it 
wasn't more than one. 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
ConpuUCTED BY LaDY DowDY. 
=~ 

FURNITURE VAN.—I have no doubt, if your name isn’t on Stubbs’ 
or Perry's list, but that Brownsmith, of Curtain Road, will 
supply you with all the furniture you require on the three years’ 
system, but you had better not mention us as you kindly suggest, 
as we have had a little unvleasantness with them in reference to 
an advertisement. 

TotTTiE.—I[ have made enquiries respecting your query, and have 
it on good authority that embroidery is far more fashionable 
than either tucks or frills, Your suggestion of having one 
trimmed with tucks and the other with frills is decidedly 
original, but | am afraid that it would not look nice. 

TAnTAR.—Yes, the Nursery Governess question t a difficult one. 
You see, if you employ a well-educater lady, though, of course, 
she's cheap, still she won't scrub out the schoolroom or do the 
front doorsteps when the housemaid is on her holiday, and I 
know it is a fact that they kick sometimes at running errands or 
lacing up your boots ; but, on the other hand, if she’s a working 
girl you've got to pay her a lot more wages and she doesn t 
always tench the children everything that could be desired. 
Why not try and teach them yourself ? The results might not 
be quite so satisfuctory, but you would save a lot, wouldn't you? 

BIKER.—The newest cycling hat is made of steel wire, trimmed 
round the edge with pneumatic tire, and ornamented with 
spanners, oil-cans and pumps gracefully arran ed round the 
crown, The great advantage of this chapeaw is that in case 
of a breakdown it can be substituted for a damaged wheel and 
the wearer can get-home after all—if she wants to do so. 


8 
ve 


bless'd if 'e don’t up an’ tell the magistrate as I’m inkorridgible !—'st 
o’ swearin’ wot a pore little hingered hinnercent | is. 
indeed ! they makes me sick.—Yours skornfully, J. BLUGGS, (aged 7).” 
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MANNERS.—No. 4. 


(2) “ An’ then ‘avin’ to wear ‘is ole bags—an’ me wit a pernounced 
taste fer fasshinnible hattire! Why, I'm ashamed to face my gal! 
lam—straight! 


(4) “ An’ then, when I gets lagged for pinchin’ a’ ole gentleman's tebe 
"stead 
Farthera, 


ee 


TOUCHING A TENDER SPOT. 


It was the undisguised opinion of Mr. Rill Nye, on the memor. 
able occasion when “ Ah Sin” played the fifth ace out of one pack 
of cards, that “ we're ruined by Chinese cheap labour ” ; and many 
and many a Britisher holds to the same opinion with regard to the 
ever-trespassing Teuton. Wherever there’s a bobsworth of work 
to be done for sixpence nowadays Hans is here to do it. There 
are occasions, however, on which the chronic animosity to him 
somehow gets overlooked,and—that’s where this narrative comes in. 

We'd convened a moore of Lower Little Suburbia—in one 
of the upstairs rooms of the Station Hotel, to indignantly protest 
at the ay! tide of Germans which was flooding our City 
offices. They'd brought the clerk’s je down, by competition, to 
a weekly wage of fifteen shillings, and in our indignation we were 
peed nearly. mad enough to stirt out and co a few of the 

Kaiser's subjects as a sort of start. We all had a say about 
it, passed resolutions calling on the Home Oftice to take imme- 
diate action in the matter, and added riders to the effect that 
if the Home Office was at all apathetic in the matter, we should 
send armed cruisers ont to blow up all German emigrant ships as 
they crossed the North Sex. 

‘As we descended the staircase. fired by virtuous anger and 
mtriotism, we espied an unfortunate German at the foot of the 
stairs. It seemed as though the lamb had walked deliberately 
in to the slaughterer’s. With wild shrieks six or seven of our 
leading men grabbed the wretched Deutscher by the throut, the 
coat—any where—and demanded to know if he had anything to 
say why sentence of death should not be passed upon him then 
and there. 

“ Ach, shentlemens !” he said, whilst somebody threw a clothes- 
line round his flabby neck ; “my frient der luutlord dold me a 
vhas all reckler customers here, and, 28 I haf agree to subbly him 
for de future, I shoost have tapped a hogshcad of peautiful Munich 
lager-beer in der zellar, aud I comed to zay you vhas all invite to 
take a trink mit me.” . 

In the frenzied rush no less than two hundred and thirteen 
persons must have trampled over the German beer-agent’s pros: 
trate body. 

“ Donner und blitzen!” he said, as he scrambled up and groaned 
with pain, “I netfer, neffer see a growd of fellers so awful tirsty !” 


————— 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No. 36. 
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VIVIAN VASELINE SLOPER. 
Bory, 1718. DROWNED, 1759. 
‘rum the painting by J. Sant, R.A. at Covent Garden Market. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A SCOTCH "MOOR. A WEIGHT OFF HER MIND. 


| peveoses ir \ 


WY 


Wy 


This gentleman recently came over from Dongola, 
with a letter of introduction to McNab, The Elder 
says, with the aid of morning dew and other kind. 
Lahey he is gradually Lecoming a very nice sociable 

lellow. 


Pvrey. There, there, don't take on so; | 
sha'n't be long gone. i 

Carrie, But 1 want you to be gone fur 
ever—on me! 


SPAINFUL! NO ONE COULD BLAME BILLY. 


NY ( 


Donna Misagelia. Oh, what joy to be a bull- 


Portrait of Mile. Herculeeza Punchard, the 


sa ‘=to dash into the ring!—to feel a thrill 
e—- ‘ strong woman. At one time she was engaged 
oe Jose. Like sitting on a broken bottle—what- “I had such a fright last week. Thought I weighed eleven stone, but found that to the Hon. Billy, but he funked it ; He volt 
. Raw id i Y, vately, that he was i y 
[V.B.— The usually agile Don Jose dean't get out that stupid Mariel had got veg ick om ha ponlan Evie re Shee Ve BaNHOM: give him what for if he didn’t get home to 
Of the way quite quickenough, last performance, because George was looking. . tea every night. 
*,* Miss Sloper will be aclighted to receive DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER._JOHN COLEMAN, Esq. 


photographs from those of her friends whose 
portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTS,B'S FRIENDS. 
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“Well, my old friend John!” cried A. SLOPER the other evening, And there glided out from the throng E. H. Vanderfeldt, as good a 
in that hearty, cheery way of his as he encountered Mr, John Cole- stage villain—if villains can be good—as one could wish to see, He 
man on the stage of Old Drury, “so The Duchess uf Coolgardic is. at once commenced shooting his revolver all over A, SLOPER, whe 
big hit.” “I’m in for it!” gasped Mr. Coleman aside, ‘Look here, firmly stood his ground.—(3) Then Charles Glennie advanced an 
what will you take—” “Well. thanks, just a toothful of Un——" — attempted to brain him with a lump of quartz ; still the Old Man 
“Nay, hear me out. What will you take not to interview me?” The — movec nett He was followed by Johnny Shine, who put him- 
acene was set for “ The Golden Hole,” and huge nuggets of pure gold self in correct fighting attitude and dancec round the Eminent. 


No. 467.—M1ss PAULINE HOWARD. Jay about the stage —(1) “John Coleman,” said A. SLOPER, impres- Again ALLY flinched not, though Johnny can hit hard when he likes. 
7 lif I's desire.” sively, “think not to bribe me. All the wealth, John, that is § —(5) Then Miss Wallaroo Johnson sprang at him with a big knife; 
Thou art my life, my soul's ore Th Disk Stonk scattered at our feet shall not tempt me from my purpose. To com. but he only folded his arms and smiled. Then yells from the whole 
| Bishtetes pelt mence: You have a stroug company. Mr. Coleman started and strength of the company burst forth. No good, he would not budge. 
, “ Words eannot prove to tnee, darling, all that my then smiled grimly, “As you shall find.” And he blew a prompter's, ——(6) At last there stepped from the crowd gentle Hilda Spong. 
heart knows so well.” —Lord Bob. whistle. Immediately all the members gathered round their manager, — She drew his arm throueh hers, and, lamb-like, he suffered her to 
to love thee 1 “My friends,” cri he, “ALLY SLOPER would interview me! * ead him to the stage door, The next mcznent she returned alone. 
“Never!” they shouted, “ ‘Tis well! Then do your duty !"——(2) John Coleman was saved | 


t I love tnee—on!. 
" ae Maced ~The Hon, Billy, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
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nie -C-C-C- Te Lord Mayor-Elecbs 


“To Che “ex C-C-frony- 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The legal lights once more return :—The costers and their donahs go To see the felines at the show :—Poor * Royal 


Unto the Courts and duty stern, 
ies still short, it is too bad; And after all the wet weve had :—The Harcourt letter proved 


e 
{ George"! how he must bless That terrible farewell address :—Suppl 
+ to be A very stupid forgeree :—The Birmingham Debaters’ Feed, A worthy chairman gets indeed :—A little ceremony this, Which no Lord Mayor Elect must 
» miss—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 
WELL UP IN THE DETAILS, 
—-——-- 

“To be seen alive, ALIVE within! Walk up, “] wonder what a typewriter would cost me?” “It 
ladies, and if the animal is not as here depicted depends what she eats and how she dresses.” 
your money will be returned !” 

“ And go she’s going to marry old Sir James. | wonder if he knows anything of her 
past?” “Rather! He was the judge who tried her last two divorce suits.” 
IMPOSSIBLE. THIS RAPID AGE. 
| a 
He 
ho 
nid 
an - 
Ine 
ut. =-— 
es. Ga 
ch 4 
ole . 
Passer-by. 1 sirl, what's th tter with se 
+ that fowl? i Ii lena aii “| went to the Fancy Dress Ball FE ae ihe as Sip 
to ’ dane Sunbonnet, Nawthen. Feyther ‘ee be gawn as Romeo the other vf ht, cee ce eas satan? cam 
aa te teaser oo A aie ee wal Soe ed Caius fasts “] want a drop of aluc gin, quick.” Burglar, D'yer ear there, yer a-urtin’ of my corns. 


dedilitator ¢’ save Oi the trouble o' pluckin’ un! 
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WiTH the advent of November, our old friend. the Fox Fiend, is 
bound to bob up serenely, He is an unwelcome visitor to the 
majority of us, 
but he turns up 
with such unfail- 
ing regularity, 
that we have got 
to look upon him 
as a necessary 
evil, and bear 
with his little 
gaines according- 
ly. There are 
people, too— 
weird, ultra- 
artistic folk, 
who profess tu 
see beauty in the 
pea-soupy vapour 
with which the 
re Fiend = en- 
velopes every- 
thing. They say 
it rounds otf the 
crude corners of 
our hideous archi- 
tecture. Person- 
ally, we prefer 
to take our archi- 
tecture un-round.- 
ed off, thank you. 


THE F.O.M. has this day bestowed the “ Award of Merit” upon 
Mostyn T. Picott, because he wrote and composed “ A Coster'a 
Christmas Carol,” “1s it gospel, feyther,” inquired the Auburn- 
Ringletted Lad, “that Mostyn ‘as composed the song for this year's 
‘Christmas ‘Olidays’? If so, you've to the right shop for 
hd goods this journey. I understand ‘e’s a risin’ barrister in the 

fiddle Temple, and it’s occurred to me you might retain ‘im per- 
manently to defend you when you get lug; up before the——” 
But the Old Man knew well what was coming, and taking time by 
the forelock and Alexandry by tne scruff of the neck, he adminis- 
tered enough kicks to last the boy a twelvemonth. 
ss 
s 

THE doors of the Royal Institute of Painters in Oil Colours are 
ngain open to the public, The usual standard of excellence is fully 
maintained in the present exhibition, 

ss 
s 

THE Belle of Cairo should certainly succeed at the Court, 
Though a bit off the map for the ordinary playgoer, the theatre 
has a large anc 
smart clicentéle 
ready eB . ong vsstand 

8 0 e house, 
aeoviied the enter- 
tainment be to their 
liking. In the pre- 
sent instance r. 
Cecil Raleigh has 
taken obvious pains 
to proves Miss May 
Yohe with a part 
suitable to this not 
always versatile 
actress. And he has 
succeeded, Miss 
Yohe scores a decided 
se as the semi-Orien- 
tal young person 
who goes to the wars 
as a drummer boy 
in order to be near 
her lover. There is ——===4 
plenty of smart 
writing, picturesque 
environment, and a 
enfticiency of fun. 
What more would 
you? ** 


THE Royal Aquarium adds so frequently to its long list of 
attractions that only a daily journal could keep up-to-date in the 
details of its programme. Alpha, the Human Horse, and the 
Musical Pony are among the lutest novelties. Wonderful! Well, 
you go and see, *.* 


STRATFORD has taken the new Borough Theatre to its heart. 
Gratifying accounts of the doings there reach us from Mr. 
Fredericks. Good luck to him! 

ss 
s 

Tne London Pavilion has its usual tremendous programme. 
General joy and crowded houses is the order of the night, and the 
genial Swanborough wears a smile of much content. 

es 
s 

“WINTER is approaching, my dearsh,” said A. SLOPER to the 
wife of his bosom the other night ; “1 distinctly heard the bell of 
the Cruffin and Mumpet man thish afternoon (hie /) 

se 


— 


\ 
\ 


s 

TuR Old 'Un toddled into the Palace the other night to con- 
gratulate Mr. Morton on the acquisition of the long-denied 
promenade, and stayed to wit- 
ness a long and siap-up pro- 
gramme. ellie Py pk 
negreas songs are capital, Henry 
Carsdale’s animal mimicry per- 
fect, and Will Fox, in his 
Paddy whiski sketch, as scream- 
ingly funny as ever. James 
Horncastle is a pleasing tenor, 
and Marguerite Cornille an 
attractive comedienne. Our 
sketch is one of the Haytorsa, a 
® funny and clever trio of con- 
tortioniste, who win deserved 
applause for their performance. 


s 

THE welcome revival of The 
Prisoner of Zenda took place at 
the St. James's last week, when 
Mr. George Alexander received 
an appropriately royal welcome 
back to thescene of his triumphs. 
Miss Julia Neilson now plays the 
Princess Flavia, and lends all 
the charm, sweetness and stately 
rag pete of her manner to 

ir. Hope's loveable character. 
The “ Prisoner ” has a very long 
time to serve yet before he 


gets his discharge. 
s 


s 
Tur Sloper Warrant has this day been conferred upon FE. W. 
Hughes, ofthe Brockwell Park Estate Office, Herne Hill. E.W.H. 
has been appointed Estate Aycnt and Valuer to A. Sluper, Alex- 
andry says: “Gawd help him!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER’S DANCING ACADEMY. 
Ir tH1s YEAR'S BALANCE-SHEET WORKS OUT ALL RIGHT, 
S1GNOR SLOPERINI INTENDS MOVING THE CLASSES TO 
MayYFAtnh. 


No. 19.—Miss Beatie Hornby in the “Flirty Fling,’ a graceful 
and goody-goody dance. 


— 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 00,951.) 
(Continued.) . 

“Wor sort o' fares do I like best, guv’nor? Well, I ain't par- 
ticler so long as they pays up and don't belong to the female 
gender. Wimmin [ ‘ates, as far as drivin’ of ‘em goes, and that's a 
fact. They didn’t ought to be allowed to hire kebs, and make a 
respectable man say things as ‘e’s ashamed on arterwards. If L 
was in Parlinment I'd bring ina bill makin’ ‘em stick to "buses 
and trams, though even that'd be hard on the conductors, which 
is a set o' men, however, as was born to suffer, and therefore got 
more patience than the ordinary keb driver, and ‘e's got to ‘ave 
plenty too. 

“Wimmin all takes kebs with the fixed conviction as you're 
goin’ to do ‘em, and bein’ of 1 obstinate disposition by nature 
they makes up their minds as they're not going to be cheated. 
Consequence is, if you was to arsk ‘em a tanner under yer fare 
they'd swear you was tryin’ to impose on ‘em, and threaten to call 
a peeler. Corse you can't make 'em pay, and when it comes to 
losin’ n day's work a-summonin’ of ‘em, why it ain't ‘ardly worth 
the game. I know I’ve let two or three old gals orf sooner than 
mess about ‘avin’ the law of ‘em, though you may take it from me, 

uv'nor, I takes out my full sixpennyworth in langwidge. But, 
lor love yer, some on ‘em ‘ave even got the sauce to threaten to 
giv’ yer in charge for abuse; it fairly beats me, it does, and that's 
the truth. Mean ain't the word for ‘em, with their beatin’ down 
ways and their little tables o’ fares, ah! it’s precious lucky 
Mare ain’t more as kebs it, or there's very few on us could earn a 
ivin’. 

“ Yea, ‘drunks ’ is fairly payin’, as a rule, ‘cept when they ‘appens 
to be a bit cantankerous-like ; but fora real good sort o’ fare give. 
me the young chap as is out with ‘ix gel an’ wants to dash it a bit 
Them's the sort to pay. They wouldn't appear stingy before ‘er for 
anything ; and you ve only got to play yer cards right, and they'll 
fork out as much as double without a murmur, Old gents I don't 
care for, they mostly knows too much, and rather likes bein’ sworn 
at. Forriners is frauds. You think you're goin’ to suck ‘em in 

roper, and then finds out as they knows as much about the 

lessid distances as you do, and a blessid sight more sometimes. 
Learnt it all by ’eart out of a book afore they come over. Oh! 
it’s a crool, crool life, and the on’y wonder is as there's always 
chaps to take tu it. There wouldn't te if they knew what they'd 


got to suffer 
(To be continued next week.) 
—w——. 


OH, SNAKES! 
Hlupe of the Family, Dad, mamma says [ need never be afraid of 
a snake if I see one in the wood, ‘cos it will always run away from 
me. Is that true? 
Proud Father, Yea, dear, quite true. 
F Tlope of the Family, But how can it run, dad? It hasn't any 
a, 


legs. 
-Proud Father, Oh, go to bed, child! Don’t you see I'm busy? 


——— Hee 


THEY CHUCKED HIM. 

It was at the Woman's Rights Meeting. “Where,” asked the 
impassioned female with the short hair and bloomers, “ where 
would the tyrant man be without woman?” “In luck's was,” 
grunted a mere male at the back of the hall. And that started 
the uproar, 


PHOSPHORESCENT PHADDISHNESS. 


(Five o’Clock Ten, lighted with Phosphorescent flashing lights, are now 
all the go.) 


‘TIS 
funny 


way, 
To change its 
charter day by 


day ; 

And what to- 
night = seems 
most au suit 

To-morrow 
may be ban- 
ished, 

So Fashion's 
lateat “ Up-to- 
date "— 

Which in “So- 
ciety” carries 
weight— 


Fashion's 
little 


‘Twere well to hasten to relate 
Ere that, too, may have vanished, 
Know, then, that ror True Sweildom flocks 
To Phosphorescent “ Five o’Clocks,” 
These glitt’ring gatherings, if you please, 
Appear to be most tip-top teas— 
Yea, all gilt-edged and quite the checse— 
With ghost lights all a-glowing. 
So hurry up and be in time 
To seek these rendezvous sublime, 
Thus advertised in this our rhyme 
To every nation flowing. 
‘Tis but mere common sense that mocks 
Swells’ Phosphorescent “ Five o'Clucks.” 


(Saturday, Octobar 81, 1496 
BEZER. 


<< 


CHAPTER I. 


OLD Bezer eat in a roomy arm-chair and chortled, 

Tt was not an attractive chortle. It usually began with awh 
dwindled to a squeak, and fiuished with a sound that .e”” 
ominously like a choke. Pounded 

For old Bezer was weak. But he had a pride in his Weak 
weakness was a part of his stock in trade, so to spea;, we 
stock in trade was his age first, his weakness xecond. To. 
as he was, it was natural to be weak. To be strong at his 
would have been to lose some of the natural advantages «'°" 
were a natural accompaniment in these days of that great age“ 

Pybd Bezer was the oldest inhabitant, and his village was | rout 
of him. oom 

The village had not always been proud of old Bez 
when he had reached the age of ninety-tive, the Wee oa, ‘ 
what tired of Bezer. It could not let him starve, so Bezer cay,” 
the parish, and the parish doled out his allowance of cash aint ia 
and sugar with niggardly hand. Bezer hobbled out into t),. es 
shine, and hobbled in out of the rain, and despite that his..." 
ance from the parish was as small as the legal liabiliti:< ofthe 


Indeed, 


parish would allow, Bezer continued to survive, but for all his 
vival his presence was considered a bit of a nuisance to |... 
cerned, a 
Because Bezer was not an attractive ruin. Age and hard work 
His face was as gnarled asa 
His teeth Were 4 


had made him look weather-worn. 
thorn root. He eyes were red and rheumy, 


wholly inconspicuous feature, and his 
locomotion was painfully slow. 

Bezer could not work to earn a liv- 
ing. To work at all would have been 
to spoil the old age business completely. 
therefore old Bezer merely toddlec 
about looking round anxiously for the 
far from frequent drink of beer which an occasional burst of 
generosity on the part of a neighbour sometimes brought round. 

“Dart the old wretch!” used to be said of him when he hal 
reached the age of ninety-six. “Can'tihe go away and die’ He 
can’t enjoy himeelf much in that condition, can he?” 

And r did not. He found himself neglected at every turn, 
People sneered at him, but still he hung on. It was a difficult job 
for poor old Bezer to make his food or his or otherwise help 
himself ; but difficult as it was, he still determinedly struggled on. 
Ninety-seven , and the ninety-eighth year slipped by and 
waned into the ninety-ninth year, and some little interest began tv 
be evinced in old Bezer. 

“ Darn the old skunk! I do believe he'll live to be » hundred.” 
mal on man, critically, “The old fool is getting weaker ani 
weaker.” 

“Narry a bit,” growled another. “Them darned old tough ‘un: 
songs a long job of living when they once start in to do ticir 

t! 


“Shouldn’t wonder if he lives to be a hundred and one,” said a 
man with a speculative eye. 

“Will ye bet on it?” asked a man who was not averse to cn- 
couraging speculation. 

“I wouldn't mind taking three to one, in half-crowns, that he 
will live three months after he is one hundred.” 

“Done with you,” said the other speculative person. 

And the bet was taken by various others in varying sums. 

Thus there was some interest taken in Bezer. The man who 
backed the old man to live would have liked to do some litle 
thing to help old Bezer to be more comfortable, but such help wa: 
barred by speculators on the other side as being unfair. Xo he 
could only be watched with interest. If Bezer had a more thin 
usually violent cough, one half of the speculative inhabitants ot 
the village would be all smiles, and the other half would be corres- 
pondingly depressed ; if he looked unusually cheerful, the ssmp- 
toms were all the other way about. he varying circum: 
stances were wearing on the speculators, but they survived the 


worry. 
So did Bezer, and those who had risked their money on he 
chance of his being snuffed out had to pay up. 


(Zo be continued next week.) 


——$¢o———— 


A CHANGE OF FRONT. 


Moocher. Yua, sir, it's ‘ard to beg, and—(noting with practi 
eye the hardness of Gripper's face)—it’s doubly ‘ard to waste ae 
beggin’ of a ole beggar like you when it only wants ten minutes 
closin’-time ' 


Saturday, October 31, 1896.) 


SLOPER'S UNNATURAL HISTORY. 


QO 

e) . 

Abybrid Cat; nor in the possession 
of A Sloper Exq: he is happy to sey. 


No. 7.—THE Cat. 


re several varieties of the cat, amongst which the domestic 
a) tee itd cat, the Manx cat, the prison cat, and the old cat are 
host conspicuous. The domestic cat will eat anything tasty, from 
kipper to a canary, and prefers taking its food when no one is 
coking. Its vocal powers are i and on concert nights its 
alents are occasionally rewarded—not with bouquets, but with 
Hoots, The tiea is partial to the domestic cat. It is possible to 
‘ake @ tame cat a wild cat ; but should you try your level best 
to make a wild cat a tame cat, it is doubtful if your efforts would 
crowned with success. Manx cats have no ls; the prison cat 
as nine. How wonderful ! Dame Nature balances everything! 
Even the great Paul Cinquevalli pales before her! The best- 
known species of the o/d cat is the mother-in-——(“ Deeline to 
proceed,” — PRINTER. “ For why 2" —SLoPer. “ My F ome lady 
ts her mamma ona cisit shortly.” —PRINTER, “ Enough, my 
.”"—SLOPER.) 
(To be continued). 


——a 


WOMANLY LOVE. 


Pretty Dear. What do you think of Miss Gubbins? 

Youu Man (with enthusiasm). 1 think she is an angel. She is 
0 good that I believe her wings are growing. : ; 

Pretty Dear (sweetly). Well, they don't look unlike wings, cer- 
tainly, but they're nut—those are her ears, poor thiug. 


—— 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 
No. 18.— CONTEMPTIBLE SWINDLERS. 

[The Armenian Relief Committee bas again warned the public against ecrtiin 
impostors who are making house-to-hcwse and other collections, fulsely allujed 
to be fur “the Duke of Westmiuster’s Armenian Fund.”—Press.) 

W1TH all cur heart we all rejoice 
That every English workman's choice 
Jias been to raise his vigorous voice, 

In fierce and furious mood, 
Against that Vampire of the East, 
Whose crimes of curst misrule increased 
Till he appeared to make “the Feast 

Of Blood” his chiefest food ! 


We praise those workmen ; for (despite 
That times were hard, and purses light) 
They cheer'ly spared their scanty mite 

To slightly swell the Fund 
Which good Westminster planned, to bless 
Armenia's hosts in their distress— 
The houseless, spouseless, fatherless, 

The mad, the moribund! — 


But, O! it fills our souls with shame 

That certain scurvy knaves, who claim 

Lritish descent, should (in the name 
Of Charity} obtain 

Such offerings as were gladly made 

To give the crushed Armenians aid, 

Then to their own base use degrade 
Their evil-gotten gain! 

‘Tis curs like these—ye know it well— 

Who, by their vile designe, compel 

The would-be generous man to quell 
His oe moods austerely. 

And, if the Law should place its clutch, 

liy great good chance, on any such, 

We crave the Law (nor ask too much) 
To make him smart severely ! 


ae 


WILFULLY MISUNDERSTOOD. 


we 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— See 
HIGHFIELD Hovse, 40 bROMFELDE Roan, CLAPHAM, S.W. 
October Wth, 1896. 

Dear S1r,—The “ Award of Merit” received to-day with many 
thanks. I am returning to you the empty case. Will send you 
photo as carly as I can get one representing the * New Jap.” 

Yours faithfully, H. Veruin1, F.O.8, 
(Artistic Juyyler, ete.) 
nn 


A HARD NUT. 

“ REALLY, sir,” persisted the somewhat shabby young man, who 
stood upon the ‘doorstep with one hand full of billycovk hat, and 
the other of fire and life insurance prospectuses—“ really, sir, it 
may seem arrogant in one of my years to try and convince you of 
the value of insurance, but-——” 

“ But,” said the old man on the inside of the door, taking up the 
argument from the very word, “but you can’t convince me for 
nuts! I've forgot more about insurance offices than I think you 
ever knew, my boy, and some o’ the remembrances is bitter an’ 
painful, too!" 

“Memories of dear, bygone friends, perhaps?” suggested the 
struggling canvasser. 

“ Dear bygone friends be sugared!" cried the old man. “ Put 

er hat on, and I'll tell you a tale—a sad and sorrowful one, my 

y. Years ago I owned somo small cottage property down by the 
river at Twickenham. [ must ha’ bought it when 1 was drunk, 
for nobody ever lived in it barring the rats—it was too damp, 
One night the whole bleased lot was burned to the ground, and—L 
hada bottle ’o champagne on the strength of it. Then come the 
settlin’. D’ye think that insurance oflice would brass up? Not 
they ! And, after fifteen months’ hagglin’ with my lawyer rather 
than pay me my money, they re-built them wretched cottages!" 

“H'm, that was rather rough, Still, let me point out the 
advant: of insuring your own life under our Table A——” 

“Rot! There's no advantage in a man insurin’ his life in order to 
provide other people with spendin’ money!” 

“Well, sir, insure your wife's life, then?” 

“ Not me—not deuced likely! They'd want to settle that on the 
game system as the cottages and I'd bet a hat that the xecond wife 
= Lil yous be a bigger worse-rheumaticky old nagger than old 

r 


= 


THAT’S ALL, 


Herr Pickel Strausse. He is ver nice lecdle poy, und berhaps I 
make fine musician of him, vhot ! . i 
Mrs. Handfull. Oh, 1 don't want nothink o’ that sort—'e's only 
ae dant essons ; 1 want ’im just to know enough to be able 
0 teach {" 


———=jq—— 


TWO LITTLE VAGABONDS. 

THE rain was falling in a‘drizzling, dispiriting way, the shops at 
Oxford Circus had just lit up for the evening, and from tho door- 
way of one of them a nice, clean, well-dressed little boy who had, 
however, grown sick and tired of a life of well-fed inanition at 
home, gazed longingly at the gutter urchins with their damp 
bundles of Suns and Stars. Their very activity and independence 
had an unspeakable charm for him, and. after many inward 
strugglings, he left his doorway and sought one of the muddy 
little newsngents. 

“Do you think,” he asked, humbly enough, when he had 
effected'a friendship with the ragged boy, “ that I should be able 
to earn money as you do if I bought some Stars and came to this 
corner to sell them?” see 7 

“What does the likes o’ you want sellin’ Stars? re 

“I'm tired of being idle at home ; my whole life is too aimless. 

“Well!” said the philosophic little newsman, with a serious ir, 
“d’yer think you kin ‘old a quire o’ papers in one and, race like 
Persimmon, lick three or four boys bigger'n yerself with one hand 
while yer keeps two more orf with yer feet while yer takes a tolls 
ha'penny an’ yells, * Foot-ball !' all the time is 

“N—o, I don’t,” replied the well-dressed little boy. paren 

“Then you're no good in the Oxford Circus newsagency biz! 
replied the ragged boy ; “you'd better get yer people to ‘prentice 
yer to the clergy, or somethink light!” 


A “TIGHT” FIT. 


31 


ONE CONSOLATION, ANYHOW. 


“ Whateay, cast you for the part of a Waltzing Turnip, old man? 
Never mind, you're bound to be on the mash, you know.” 


— 


A TERRIBLE SECRET. 


“ ALAS, my beloved one, it can never, never be !” 

The lovely Lucretia Hopkinson wore an expression of mutter. 
able sorrow and a two-guinea tailor-made as she spoke the fatal 
— spoke them, though, with a pitiless distinctness and 
sincerity of purpose that 
drove black despair into 
her lover's loyal heart. 

For a moment he paled. 
The colour fled from his 
lips and brow as at that 
awful moment at Kempton 
Park, when he watched his ~ 
very last dollar go down on : 
the cert of the day, and 
remembered at the same 
moment that he had no 
return ticket. Then, all 
heedless of a chance tin- 
tuck, and the fact that he 
was wearing his only really 
pee pair of 8, he 

vurled himself upon his 
— before the idol of his 
soul. 


dem’ 

unheard! The blow has 
stunned me; w 8 
caused this sudden change in your demeanour? But yestere’en you 
pillowed your golden head upon my bosom, and swore naught 
should part us, that while the life-blood throbbed in your veins, 
and there was a decent prospect of my saving enough to pay the 
hire y ney deposit, you would be true to me.” 

“T know it, I know it!” cried the fair girl, mastering the emotion 
that fought like Peter Jackson to overcome her; but my better 
self has conquered. For months I have sunned myself in the 
warmth of your devotion, longing, yet fearing to be open with 
you, to tell you the dread, awful secret that haunts me. But I will 
toy with your love no longer, Reginald; better that we should 
part now than store up endless misery in the future.” 

“Nay, then, Lucret .” he cried, “fear not that such devotion as 
mine can be cooled thus! Whate'er the secret, 1 will share it; [ 
know you better than to think, for one moment, that it is aught 
but one of which you are the innocent victim.” 

He ruse from the hearth-rug as he spoke, and with a grateful 
cry the unhappy girl flung herself into his arms with a violence 
that nearly floored him again. ‘ Noble, noble words,” she sobbed. 
“Oh! Reginald, I know | felt that you would not doubt me, and 
yet I hesitate to tell you all.” 

“Courage, dearest,” he said, as he strained her to him with 
fervour that broke three stay bones; “nothing that you can say 
can ever change me.” 

With sudden resolution she drew herself from his embrace. 
“ Learn, then,” she said, “ of the dread afilietion which has thrown 
a shadow over my young life—J have inherited my mother’s cold 
Set f° 


ee 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“ HALF-o'-Mo”: The letter M. 

A “SouNnD” Doctrine: The teqening of acoustics. 

“$o(ap) perish all burglars !"" as Mrs. X. shrieked, when she 
slaughtered Mr. Sikes with a bar of “Sunlight.” 

« BARROW-IN-FURNACE,” as the geographical coster said, when 
he saw his cart-shed on fire. : 

Wuy is Miss Passée at a ball like Wisdom? Because “no man 
regardeth her!” a 

“Now we shan't bill long!” as Snip & Sons said, on deciding to 
county-court their dilatory debtors. 


; 
t 


| 


(3) “Now, guv‘nor, fork over my fare—it's nine bob. The young lady wot 
got out just now told me to set you down in Bloomsbury Square, Wot, ain't 
got astiver left! ‘Ere none of yer tommy rot, or I drives yer to the station. 


(2) Young Lady (arriving opportunely on the secne). Oh, my poor 
ane haw forsunde I wah paciun:, he’s had another of those horrid 
seizures again. Call acab, constable, I must take him home at once, 


(1) Policeman. Hello, 'ere’s a ole party prett: 
considerably overcome. Guess I'd better switc 
on the ambulance and git ‘im inside. 
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TAA Oe, Poste AT ee JAMESMARMALADISM ON THE BROWSIDE. SN 


Pussie. Oh! what dear diamonds | 


[The poor girl didn't know, uow know, that he 
purchased them at “ The Flummucem Ren 
Company's shop.” é 


No. 453.—PrRoFEssSOR W. MiTCHELL, F.O.S. 

“Though our hero has for many — possessed 
the right to sign himself ‘ Friend of Sloper :' to add 
the coveted letters F.O.8. to his name—a dia- 
tinction for which many of our greatest men have 
vainly sighed —it is only after weary and long- 
continued persuasion that he hus given us the 
necessary permission to present our readers with his 
likeness, But he has yielded at last; his modesty 
has broken down before the fire of our entreaties, 
and to-day we proudly publish the portrait of a 
ventriloquist whose talent puts him in the very 
front rank of the professors of his amusing art. As 
an entertainer he is refined, humorous and versatile, 
a welcome addition to any programme, and fully 
capable of providing the whole evening's amuse- 
ment. Chiefly because he’s a good ventriloquial 
h t, he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to hin March 7th, 1891.” 

—Debrete Amproeed. 


“Git oot o’ the way, Calfhead McNab, and let Swine loup aboot and amuse they queer 


little laddies that are running around ; we niver saw them before, but they seem verra “ these Pierrot trousers, Rath 
mirthfu’ and tine,” ‘And McNab inurmured, “Jimmy Jillies once more. atc fly, waist, though, ain't they!” 
Pe eS tes te on a a RCI MAES 8 Fasten : 
° A DUEL AND ADIEU! 


“Oh! Toots. is’ Adolphus looks go lovely in his 
kilt. I’ve asked him to lend it to me for an 
autumn cape.” 


(2) Here they are hard at it. The fiery mustangs fully enter into the 
spirit of the thing. 


“Why did you kick me during the second half?” 
“ Because you called me an ase, and it’s an ass’s 
privilege to kick.” 


Portrait of the girl who, when she heard ALLY 
singing “Come into the Garden, Maud” at the top = ee : 
of his voice, very foolishly went there. Ah, me!— (3) Terrible cad Billy. Mercy isunknown (4) Vanquished! Triumphant departure of Frascati owe and the “ Prairie Flower. 


likewise lack-a-day ! o Frascati. [ 
London: Printed by DaLzizL & Co., at tne Camden Prese, 110 High Strect, N.W., and Published by the Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Sloperies," 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, E.0.—Saturday, October 31, 1896. 
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ABLEAU—Red fire and curta'”. 


